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THE HEART’S JOURNEY 
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THE HEART’S JOURNEY 
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Sone, be my soul; set forth the fairest part 

Of all that moved harmonious through my heart; 
And gather me to your arms; for we must go 

To childhood’s garden when the moon is low | 
And over the leaf-shadow-latticed grass 

The whispering wraiths of my dead selves repass. 


Soul, be my song; return arrayed in white; 

Lead home the loves that I have wronged and slain; 
Bring back the summer dawns that banished night 
With distant-warbling bird-notes after rain . . . 
Time’s way-worn traveller I. And you, O song, 

O soul, my Paradise laid waste so long. 
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As I was walking in the gardens where 

Spring touched the glooms with green, stole over me 
A sense of wakening leaves that filled the air 

With boding of Elysian days to be. 


Cold was the music of the birds; and cold 

The sunlight, shadowless with misty gold: 

It seemed I stood with Youth on the calm verge 
Of some annunciation that should bring 

With flocks of silver angels, ultimate Spring 
Whence all that life had longed for might emerge. 
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Wuar you are I cannot Say ; 
Only this I know full well— 
When I touched your face to-day 
Drifts of blossom flushed and fell. 


Whence you came I cannot tell; 
Only—with your joy you start 
Chime on chime from bell on bell 
In the cloisters of my heart. 
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You were glad to-night: and now you've gone away. 
Flushed in the dark you put your dreams to bed; 
But as you fall asleep I hear you say 

Those tired sweet drowsy words we left unsaid. 


Sleep well: for I can follow you to bless 
And lull your distant beauty where you roam; 
And with wild songs of hoarded loveliness 


Recall you to these arms that were your home. 
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Wutte I seek you, far away, 
(Yesterday, yesterday, ) 

Wakeful since we laughed and parted, 
How can I recover 

Joy that made Elysian-hearted, 

Loved and lover? 


Can my night-long thoughts regain 
Time-locked loveliness and laughter? 
Can your presence in my brain 

Be rebuilt such aeons after ? 

Can it be so far away— 


Yesterday, yesterday? 
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Now when we two have been apart so long 

And you draw near, I make you mine in song. 
Waiting you in my thought’s high lonely tower 
That looks on starlit hushed Elysian gloom, 

I know your advent certain as the flower 

Of daybreak that on breathless vales shall bloom. 


O never hasten now; for time’s all sweet, 

And you are clad in the garment of my dreams: 

Led by my heart’s enchanted cry, your feet 

Move with the murmur of forest-wandering streams 
Through earth’s adoring darkness to discover 

The Paradise of your imperfect lover. 
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IN me past, present, future, meet 

To hold long chiding conference. 

My lusts usurp the present tense 

And strangle Reason in his seat. 

My loves leap through the future’s fence 


To dance with dream-enfranchised feet. 


In me the cave-man clasps the seer, 

And garlanded Apollo goes 

Chanting to Abraham’s deaf ear. 

In me the tiger sniffs the rose. 
Look in my heart, kind friends, and tremble, 
Since there your elements assemble. 
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SincE thought is life, God’s martyrdoms were good, 
And saints are trumps, no matter what they did. 
Therefore I celebrate Sebastian’s blood 

And glory with Lorenzo on his grid, 

And likewise with all victims, bruised by boulders, 
Stabbed by sadistic swords, on pikes impaled, 

Who propped their Paradise on bleeding shoulders 
And bred tumultuous pomps when princes failed. 


Thus for their murdered Master,—thus for his dreamed 
Utopia,—from a crookéd Roman cross, 

Heavenward on crimson clouds their conquest streamed 
To touch His lips in life-redeeming loss. 


Wuar is Stonehenge? It is the roofless past; 
Man’s ruinous myth; his uninterred adoring 

Of the unknown in sunrise cold and red; 

His quest of stars that arch his doomed exploring. 


And what is Time but shadows that were cast 
By these storm-sculptured stones while centuries fled? 
The stones remain; their stillness can outlast 


The skies of history hurrying overhead. 
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FAREWELL TO A ROOM 


Room, while I stand outside you in the gloom, 
Your tranquil-toned interior, void of me, 
Seems part of my own self which I can see . . . 


Light, while I stand outside you in the night, 
Shutting the door on what has housed so much 
Nor hand nor eye nor intellect could touch,— 
Cell, to whose firelit walls I say farewell, 

Could I condense five winters in one thought, 
Then might I know my unknown self and tell 


What our confederate silences have wrought. 
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‘WHEN I’m alone’ ,—the words tripped off his tongue 
As though to be alone were nothing strange. 
‘When I was young’, he said; ‘When I was young’. . . 


I thought of age, and loneliness, and change. 

I thought how strange we grow when we’re alone, 
And how unlike the selves that meet, and talk, 
And blow the candles out, and say good-night. 
Alone . . . The word is life endured and known. 
It is the stillness where our spirits walk 

And all but inmost faith is overthrown. 
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WHEN Self hood can discern no comfort for its cares, 

Whither may I turn but to you whose strength my spirit 
shares ?— 

Where may I find but in you, 

Beethoven, Bach, Mozart,— 

Timeless, eternally true, 

Heavens that may hold my heart ?— 

Rivers of peace that run beyond the setting sun, 

And where all names are one, green Paradise apart. 
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ELEGY [To R. R.] 


Your dextrous wit will haunt us long, 
Wounding our grief with yesterday: 
Your laughter is a broken song; 


For death has found you, kind and gay. 


We may forget those transient things 
That made your charm and our delight: 
But loyal love has deathless wings 

That rise and triumph out of night. 


So, in the days to come, your name 

Shall be as music that ascends 

When honour turns a heart from shame . . . 
O heart of hearts! . . . O friend of friends! 
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Atong, I hear the wind about my walls . 

Wind of the city night, south-west and warm,— 
Rain-burdened wind, your homely sound recalls 
Youth; and a distant country-side takes form, 


Comforting with memory-sight my town-taxed brain .. . 


Wind from familiar fields and star-tossed trees, 
You send me walking lonely through dark and rain 
Before I’d lost my earliest ecstasies. 


Wind of the city-lamps, you speak of home 

And how into this homelessness I’ve come 
Where all’s uncertain but my will for power 

To ask of life no more than life can earn . 

Wind from the past, you bring me the last ower 
From gardens where I’ll nevermore return. 
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TO AN EIGHTEENTH CENTURY POET 


Otp friend, (for such you have lately grown to be 
Since your tranquillities have tuned with mine,) 
Sitting alone, your poems on my knee, 

In hours of contemplative candleshine, 

I sometimes think your ghost revisits me 

And lives upon my lips from line to line. 


Dead though you are, the quiet-toned persistence 
Of what you tell me with your sober skill 
Reminds me how terrestrial existence 

Plays tricks with death, and, unextinguished still, 
Turns home in loveliest hauntings from the distance 
Of antiquated years and works its will. 


This is the power, the privilege, the pride 

And rich morality of those who write 

That hearts may be their highway. They shall ride 
Conquering uncharted countries with the bright 
Rewards of what they wrought in living light . . . 
Who then shall dare to say that they have died? 
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TO AN OLD LADY DEAD 


Op lady, when last year I sipped your tea 
And wooed you with my deference to discuss 
The elegance of your embroidery, 
I felt no forethought of our meeting thus. 
Last week your age was ‘almost eighty-three’, 
To-day you own the eternal over-plus. 
These moments are ‘experience’ for me; 
But not for you; not for a mutual ‘us’. 


I visit you unwelcomed; you ve no time 

Left to employ in afternoon politeness. 

You've only Heaven’s great stairway now to climb, 

And your long load of years has changed to lightness. 
When Oxford belfries chime you do not hear, 
Nor in this mellow-toned autumnal brightness 
Observe an English-School-like atmosphere . . . 
You have inherited everlasting whiteness. 


You lived your life in grove and garden shady 
Of social Academe, good talk and taste: 


But now you are a very quiet old lady, 

Stiff, sacrosanct, and alabaster-faced. 
And, while I tip-toe awe-struck from your room, 
I fail to synthesize your earth-success 
With this, your semblance to a sculptured tomb 
That clasps a rosary of nothingness. 
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TO ONE IN PRISON 


To-pay we have remembered sacrifice and glory 

And the Cenotaph with flowers is overstocked: 

A single gun to soundlessness has clocked 

And unified King, Communist, and OEY) « 
I have listened to your broken stumbling story, 
And trespassed in your mind, slum-built and shoddy. 
You too have shared the Silence; you have knelt 
In the cheerless Prison chapel; you have felt 
Armistice Day emotion brim your body. 


Six years, you say, you’ve worked at baking bread, 

(A none-too-wholesome task that must be done 

By those whom God appoints). You are twenty-one, 
(Though I’d have guessed you less). Your father’s dead, 
(Run over by a lorry, I think you said, 

In the Great War, while coming home on leave). 

Your brother got in trouble and spent three years 

In Borstal; (all these facts I can believe 

Without the reinforcement of your tears). 


Your brother failed completely to ‘make good’; 
Your brother died; committed suicide 

By turning on the gas, a twelve-month since. 

Now you're in prison for stealing what you could: | 
Mother’s in prison for the same offence: 

And I’ve no reason to suspect you lied 

When you informed me that you ‘only tried 

To stick to mother’. I was touched. You stood 

So young, so friendless, so remorseful-eyed. 


Therefore I find myself compelled to add 

A foot-note on your candour and humility. 

You seem to me a not insensitive lad 

Of average emotional ability. 
You've ‘been upset to-day’. “By what?’ I query. 
‘By the two-minute silence’. Then your weeping ... 
And then your face, so woebegone and weary. 
And now—what use, the pity that I am heaping 
Upon your head? What use—to wish you well 
And slam the door? Who knows? .. . My heart, not 

yours, can tell. 


TO ONE WHO WAS WITH ME IN THE WAR 


Ir was too long ago—that Company which we served with . . . 
We call it back in visual fragments, you and I, 
Who seem, ourselves, like relics casually preserved with 
Our mindfulness of old bombardments when the sky 
With blundering din blinked cavernous. 
Yet a sense of power 

Invades us when, recapturing an ungodly hour 
Of ante-zero crisis, in one thought we’ve met 
To stand in some redoubt of Time,—to share again 
All but the actual wetness of the flare-lit rain, 
All but the living presences who haunt us yet 
With gloom-patrolling eyes. 

Remembering, we forget 
Much that was monstrous, much that clogged our souls with clay 
When hours were guides who led us by the longest way— 
And when the worst had been endured could still disclose 
Another worst to thwartus .. . 

We forget our fear... 
And, while the uncouth Event begins to lour less near, 
Discern the mad magnificence whose storm-light throws 
Wild shadows on these after-thoughts that send your brain 
Back beyond Peace, exploring sunken ruinous roads. 


Your brain, with files of flitting forms hump-backed with loads, 
On its own helmet hears the tinkling drops of rain,— 
Follows to an end some night-relief, and strangely sees 
The quiet no-man’s-land of daybreak, jagg’d with trees 
That loom like giant Germans . . . 
I'll go with you, then, 
Since you must play this game of ghosts. At listening-posts 
We'll peer across dim craters; joke with jaded men 
Whose names we’ve long forgotten. (Stoop low there; it’s the place 
The sniper enfilades). Round the next bay you’ll meet 
A drenched platoon-commander; chilled, he drums his feet 
On squelching duck-boards; winds his wrist-watch; turns his head, 
And shows you how you looked,—your ten-years-vanished face 
Hoping the War will end next week . . . 
What’s that you said? 
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FROM A FUGUE BY BACH 


Musine my way through a sombre and favourite fugue 

By Bach who disburdens my soul but perplexes my fingers, 
I heard, as it were in the past of my being that listened, 
Echoes of antiphones chanted remotely: I visioned 
Martyrs in Glory who stood upon clouds while the singers 
Lifted their hearts into heaven, by music unprisoned. 


If this in itself were enough, I am crowned with the best. 

But the vision in silence has vanished: I know but my need 

To be clearing my lofts of their lumber, to build with my breath 

The litany leading me onward, the intimate creed 

That must hold me enhumbled, barred out from abodes of the 
blest: 

For my prayer must be laden with life and the patience that 
saith, 

‘In our bodies we bide, and the end of the body is death’. 


Praying I know not to whom in this musicless room 
Where my soul like the flame of a candle in ecstasy stood, 
I gaze at my life in a mirror, desirous of good. 


And my solitude girds me with ghosts, with invisible words: 
In the mirror I see but the face that is me, that is mine; 


And the notes of the fugue that were voices from vastness divine. 
} 


% a5 & 


AT THE GRAVE OF HENRY VAUGHAN 


Asove the voiceful windings of a river 

An old green slab of simply graven stone 

Shuns notice, overshadowed by a yew. 

Here Vaughan lies dead, whose name flows on for ever 
Through pastures of the spirit washed with dew 


And starlit with eternities unknown. 


Here sleeps the Silurist; the loved physician; 
The face that left no portraiture behind; 
The skull that housed white angels and had vision 
Of daybreak through the gateways of the mind. 
Here faith and mercy, wisdom and humility 
(Whose influence shall prevail for evermore) 
Shine. And this lowly grave tells Heaven’s tranquillity... 
And here stand I, a suppliant at the door. 
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Ir has been told and shall be told again, 

How Night and Day visit the souls of men; 

How lissom fiends out of their lusts arise 

Till hopeless hell emerges in their eyes; 

And how in those dominions of despair 

World-ravening ghosts make masques of gloom and glare. 


But O, more strange,—and who shall say how strong,— 
Those imageries of peace which men behold 

Through inmost prayer in world-encircling white . . . 
And who shall say to which we most belong, 

In whom the incongruous elements unfold 

Legions of darkness lost and found in light. 
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‘ALL-SOULS DAY 


CLosE-wrapPeD in living thought I stand 
Where death and daybreak divide the land,— 
Death and daybreak on either hand 

For exit and for entry; 

While shapes like wind-blown shadows pass, 
Lost and lamenting, ‘Alas, alas, 

This body is only shrivelling grass, 

And the soul a starlit sentry 

Who guards, and as he comes and goes, 
Points now to daybreak’s burning rose, 

And now toward worldhood’s charnel close 
Leans with regretless warning’. . . 


I hear them thus—O thus I hear 

My doomed companions crowding near, 
Until my faith, absolved from fear, 

Sings out into the morning, 

And tells them how we travel far, 

From life to life, from star to star; 
Exult, unknowing what we are; 


And quell the obscene derision 

Of demon-haunters in our heart 

Who work for worms and have no part 
In Thee, O ultimate power, who art- 
Our victory and our vision. 
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THE POWER AND THE GLORY 


Ler there be life, said God. And what He wrought 
Went past in myriad marching lives, and brought 
This hour, this quiet room, and my small thought 
Holding invisible vastness in its hands. 


Let there be God, say 1. And what I’ve done 
Goes onward like the splendour of the sun 
And rises up in rapture and is one 

With the white power of spirit-hosted lands. 


Let life be God . . . What wail of fiend or wraith 
Dare mock my glorious angel where he stands 


To fill my dark with fire, my heart with faith? 
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Tue wisdom of the world is this. To say, There is 
No other wisdom but to gulp what time can give. 

To guard no inward vision winged with mysteries; 

To hear no voices haunt the hurrying hours we live; 

To keep no faith with ghostly friends; never to know 

Vigils of sorrow crowned when loveless passions fade . . . 
From wisdom such as this to find my gloom I go, 


Companioned by those powers who keep me unafraid. 
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CONCLUSION 


AN image dance of change 
Throngs my dim-sighted flesh. 
To music’s air-built mesh 

Move thoughts forever strange. 

I am so woven of sense 

And subtlety uncharted 

That I must vanish hence 
Blind-souled and twilight-hearted. 


Soon death the hooded lover 

Shall touch my house of clay, 

And life-lit eyes discover 

That in the warbling grey 

I have been early waking, 

And while the dawn was breaking 
Have stolen afield to find 

That secrecy which quivers 
Beyond the skies and rivers 

And cities of the mind. 


Till then, my thought shall strive 
That living I may not lose 


The wonder of being alive, 

Nor Time’s least gift refuse. 
For, though the end be night 
This wonder and this white 
Astonishment of sight 
Make hours of magic shine; 
And heaven’s a blaze and bloom 
Of transience and divine 
Inheritance of doom. 
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A FLowER has opened in my heart . . . 
What flower is this, what flower of spring, 
What simple, secret thing? 

It is the peace that shines apart, 

The peace of daybreak skies that bring 


Clear song and wild swift wing. 


Heart’s miracle of inward light, 

What powers unknown have sown your seed 
And your perfection freed? . . . 

O flower within me wondrous white, 

I know you only as my need 

And my unsealéd sight. 
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590 copies on rag paper and 9 copies on green hand-made paper. 


Printed by William Edwin Rudge. Typography by Bruce Rogers. 


Distributed in America by Random House, New York. 
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